CHAUCER'S NONNE PREST HIS TALE.      1x1

Red auctours, wher thay trete of such inatiere.,
And what thay sayn of woinmen ye may heere.
These been the cokkes wordes, and not myne
I can noon harme of no wommen divine.

Faire in the sond, to bafche hir merily^
Lith Pertelot, and alle hir sustres by,
Agayn the sonne; and Chaunteclere so free
Sang merier than the meremayd in the see ;          450

For Phisiologus seith sicurly,
How that thay syngen wel and merily.
And so byfel that as he cast his ye
Among the wortes on a boterflye,
He was war of this fox that lay ful lowe.
No thing ne list him thaime for to crowe,
But cryde anon, " cok, cok," and up he stertf,
As man that was affraycd in his herte'.
For naturelly a beast desireth flee
Fro his contrarie, if he may it sec,                          4(>0

Though he never or li&dde scyn it with his ye.

This Chaunteclere, whan he gan it aspyc,
He wold han fled,, but that the fox anon
Said, cs Oentil sire, alias ! why wol ye goon ?
Be ye affrayd of me that am youre frencl ?
Now certes, I were worse than eny feencl,
If I to yow wold harm or vilonye.
I am not come your counsail to espye.
But trcwely ike cause oj*my comynge
Was only for to herkcn how ye $wge9                       470

For trewely ye have als mery a Steven,
As eny aungel hath, that is in heven;
Therwith ye han of musik more felynge,
Than hadac Boece, or eny that can synge,
My lord your fader (God his soule blesse)
And eke youre moder of her gentilcsse
Han in myn ho us ibeen, to my gret ease;
And cortes, sire, ful fayn wold I yow please.
But for men npeke of syngyng, I wol say^
So mot I brouke wei myn yen tway^,                   480

Save ye, I herde never man so synge,
As dede your fadir in the morwenynge,
Certes it was of hert al that he song.
And for to make his vois the more strong.
He woldc so peytien him, that with bothe his yen
He moste wynke, so lowdc he wolde crien^
And stonclen on his typtooE thevwithal,
And streche forth his necke long and smai